6/17/68 


Dear Phil, 


Three joined you in today’s mail, expressing their deep uaease over 
the newest of a continuing and consistent series of assassination, so that, in 
a mood almost impossible for me, I, too, am depressed today. Lest night I wrote 
a letter to one of the country's more ' prominent politicians, a .great friend of 
both murdered Kennedy’s, remind him of the pain on turned political backs and 
quoting my January prediction that Bobby’s silence would be his death warrant. 

In this l asted if the bell tolled now for him? That is the way I feel. These 
things will not end unless they are ended, end there are so few willing to 
run the risk or, in a formulation more widely applicable, take tbe time. And 
none to extend any meaningful help. 

Depression is so foreign to me I have never analyzed its origin, 
i'odey I just wonder while I. do other things. Perhaps the immediate cause of 
this spell is my financial inability to do what 1 must. % fifth book has been 
ready, for the camera, since September end I dare not risk the added debt; ana I 
should, be working in Hew Orleans and cannot, for the moment, get there. 

It will soon, pass off and I'll be tearing into other things. But the 
mere fact of the mood of. depression disturbs me. 

Speaking of ^ew Orlesns, have you any suggestions for me there? 

Is this' really ’’the time of the assassins”? *t is the time of assassi- 
nations, but I think were I to entitle the time I’d call it the '’time of abdica- 
tions". 'Ve have these assassinations only be cause they are possible. They ere 
possible only because of decay in society and the standrsds of life (meaning not 
those of the Bureau of Labor Statistics) and because all of those to whom society 
normally and in' thepsst properly turned for leadership have forfeited their rights 
to leadership. Tick them off for yourself: the intellectuals, the lawyers, the 
writers snd the press, all in the phrase of the younger generations, ret-finks, 
all quit.. ..So, we agree that the silence is ugly. I hope no worse in the troubled- 
top -rich land . that is half way between Hitler 1934 and Orwell 1984. 

I didn’t realize that the deep, aging fatigue showed. I feel it,' every- 
where. save the mind, which is. alert but forgetting. However, there is always that 
needed ..ounce, and I never feel that I have to expend it. . . . As the poet reads .it, 
could it be lonliness, the fought futility of those not present? I have tired, of 
course, indeed, aged in. the post four years, and, I dp not feel the champion of a 
futile or lost cause, I feel I will succeed, without being able to estimate when. 

But it is an awful weight that is not lifted by all those hands that could help 
and have the same obligation to 

.1*11 not bother you with the poems until I have aLl of them or as many 
as 1 can hope to get. Then I'll welcome your opinion and, if possible, interpreta- 
tion. 3y then perhaps I’ll have a dependable psychiatric evaluation, the evaluation 
; being- more likely than its dependability. 

- Congratulations, on your marriage. I’mwith Shelley, that nothing in 
this world is single. Jean has a pleasant voice; that much 1 know of her. Should 
I get near there, i’ll. happily accept your invitation. Please understand the rush 
that sends you all the typos i- hope you esn decipher. Best regards to you both. 



